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many 
As the pale maiden eyes her plighted yourh, - ” 
Whilethrearningabſencechilleherglowingbreat, 
Let pitying love inſpire this holy truth — 


: : : # 4 
p | B - 


=; T5 11. e e 4 | 
Thoꝰ trackleſs climes to f g 
Still heart to heart e = a | 


As when bleſt boſoms — that ſole 
Which mutual preſſures labour to pre 5 


SONG 4 


(6) 


SO N G u oa. 


NOW dei in ſilver car. 
The heavens were clad in milder blue; 
Now Silence watch'd the winking ſtar, 
With ſecreſy to lovers true: 
The ſtately bark at anchor ſeem'd to geep, 
On the — boſom of the deep. 


His treſſes ſtreaming to the breeze, =* 
Where hangs the-ſex-boy'o'er the bow, 
Who loves to loll in liſtleſs eaſe, 


And hear the wild wave talk below; 
Or ſtarts, perchance, to view the pendant ſail, 


As Na loud, it chides th' intruding 


5 * fair ones \ Faithful tep to hear, ee 

2 , pauſe upon the grey fand's. dope: 1 

1 Each tardy hour ſees i icy N f 

; | Invade the glow of ſick ning hope z 

: Till the ſad dawn of un — day 5 
I — the bolom's laſt Glee * ** > 


1 - 
2 ——„— —_ 
* 


- 8 < 
ö ; 
> * * 
1 ö f 


(.7 ) 


AIR I.—Altwonek. 


I'VE loſt her, full weary is my heart 
Let ſeeks in vain an object of repoſe; 
I've loſt her - the fun, which ſaw us part, 
Shall never ſee the period of my woes. 
Time ftrives in vain to bid my ſorrows reſt, 
Or fil} the chearleſs void within my breaſt, 


T RI O-—lv. 
Alkmonoak, Juan, and Garcias. 


THREE Pilgrims at Love's ſacred ſhrinewe bow, 
And breathe, with holy zeal, the fervent vow; 

Mark d by the mien enwrapt, the ſigh of fire, 
Senſes ſubdu'd,” and purify'd defire : As \ 
Nor meanly guerdon'd who ſhall theſe attain, 

By muſing on the heaven they ſeck, perhaps, in 
Vain. | f 


. — 
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DUE TO 


[4 ) | 
b * ; , 


DUETT o- V. 


Lopez and Secretary. 


Lopez. Off you dog, or I'll crack your erown; 
Hence from my ſight---away ! go! 
Secretary. Snacks ! 
Lopez. Zownds, what's become of all my wrath ? 
Sure I'm as weak as barley brot; 
What the devil makes me thus relax ? 
Secretary. Why Snacks ! Snacks ! Snacks ! 


Lopez. When two r uabble for a poor 
man's if 55 


What puts an end to the ſtrife? 
Secretary. Why Snacks, 
Both ſhake hands and forget to hate, 
But fit coolly down and divide the eſtate. | 
What makes knaves ſtick together like 


wax? 
Secretary. Snacks ! Snacks ! Snacks! 
Lopez. What makes the General fit him down, 
Blind to che Commiſſary's tricks ? b 
Slecretary. Why Snacks. 
1 | Lopez. When the raſcal's poiſon through the line 


runs, 
| More fatal and ſure than the enemy's 
| guns, DE 
; | Shou'd the nooſe, he deſerves, be tied, 


1 what lacks? 
8 Secretary, Why Snacks ! Snacks! Snacts? 


SONG 


' E195 


so NG u. -. 


4s the ſoldier's lad, with hs forging cap, 

On the baggage rides in his mother's lap, 
The a him with a — lng joy, 

And ſoon to a fife 

Now his ſabre behind him he fwings with an air, 
W well flower'd—well paſted his 
While hi taſſel' d hat with its weight crowds 

wn 
His chubby little face to a ſoldier's frown. 


11, 
how he throws about 
a quick-cut-coat | 


With a martial ſw 
"The narty no-ſkirt 
Mills a fowl on the march for a gill of rum, 
And his major pronounces him fit for a drum. 
With his arms akimbo, then, the knowing young 
«of 


And a drum at his back, full as big as himſelf, 
Sucks his teeth with an air, ſwears he'll make 


good his quarters, 
So he does, a he rears, wich is day's 
daughters. 8 


11, 
eng: to talents ſo well fuir- 


He's a +; MP well-ſed, now, and fam'd for re- 
cruiung z | 


* 


8 Beneath 


»# 


And lyes like a Serjeant---a 


( 16 ) 
Beneath ſaſh and hat what a military ! 
For round is his belly, and red is his 1 
Like a Serjeant he ſwears, if he kicks but 2 ſtraw, 
at law; 
Yet Serjeant or drum, ſhow a female or foe, 


And you'll mn him a ſoldier from top to toe. 


SONG. vn. 


TWO maidens my how n 
One a lilly, one brown as a berry ; 

I ſtoed like a boy betwixt 
A black and a white heart cherry. 


* . 


. 


11. 
1 24 " 
1 > 


One bluſh'd Hke the roſe in the 
Which in the garden blows, 
And one like the roſe adorning 
Tne ſhocs of our Garden beaux. 


: 111, 


- << 


M . 22 8 now TE 
oung Cupid laid his laſh on ; 
I ſobb'd y diy and by night, 


Wich a kind of a 9 2 * 
But 


QUINTETTO Vil. 
Juan, Fabio, Leonora, Julia, Flera. 
LEONORA. 


TIE morning breeze which ſweeps the grove, 


Its balmy perfume ſteals from love; 
If ſweet the feather'd. warblers ſong,. 
Its ſweeteſt notes to love belong. 


JUAN and JULIA. 


Bur for the wretch condemn'd to feel 
The mining doubt, the jealous fear, 
No perfumes o'er his ſenſes ſteal, 
No muſick ſoothes his ſullen ear. 


* 2 
* : 


BEES a 
FLORA, 


What fate then tall he miſcreant know 
peyur'd, igate and vain, 
Derides an artleſs — pain, 

And baſely triumphs in her woe ! 


14, FABIO.- 
Butbind him to the maid for life, 
No breeze is wanting with a wife ; 


Eternal ſtorms ſhall whiſtle round him, 
And muſick's ſhrilleſt notes coafound him! 


CHORUS. 
Love is compos'd of ſmiles and tears, 
Of ſtorms and calms, and hopes and fears. 


« 
* 
. a 


END OF ACT. 1. 


L * 


Aer n. 


SONG IX. D. 


Wix love cect 
The heart aſſails in wanton Ly | 

And idly yields his myrtle crown, ' 

The boſom ſwells with 8 Pleaſure. 


| | „ "OY 
But rapture ſtill is born of woe, a 

Amidſt unceaſing joys we languith ; 
The ſweeteſt tears from bliſs which flow, 
Are purchas'd by an age of anguiſh. 


SONG Yoni. 


115 pleaſant to ſee when my Lord obtains 
A poſt in Adminiſtration, 
How the love of his country, which boils in 
| his veins, 
Inſects each dear relation 
Up his coulis 
Ons Gn 560 
ne is upporting a 7 
J — 41 it may not fall into diſgrace $=*:4 
One wou'd finger the Treaſury plumbs, 
uſt—to keep him from biting his thumbs : 
If they juggle "he titles, and ſuch pretty things, 
If — lie or they flarter, for ſtars or for ſtrings, 
Oh !—tis all for the good of the nation! 


\ 7 


But 


. 


4 


II. 


But ſhou d my Lord, at length, for his pains, 
Be charg'd with peculation, 
How his crime corrupts the pure blood in the 
Veins a 
Of every dear relation 
Down his couſins 
Drop by dozens; 
Then they find that a ſnug little place 
May lie, now and then, in the road to diſgrace ; 
That they had better been ſucking their thumbs, 
Than liming their fingers with Treaſury plumbs ; 
And if ſome morereſolv'd upon taking their ſwing, 
Tho 1 fars are eclips d, find their end in a 
ring, 
Why---"s all for the good of the nation 


SONG XI. Hkhmooak. 


THOU that liv'ſt in every part, . 
1n the buſy pulſe do'ſt beat, = | 
Panting in the faithful heart, 
Glowing with the vital heat: 


11. 


Canſt thou, mingled thus with liſe, 
Euer ceaſe to warm the breaſt? 
Never, till chis mortal ſtriſe 


DUETT. 


DVETTO Xx. 
160401 and ULAH, 


To ſhun the gay and gaudy bower, 
Tofu the © hut obſcur Lon. 


1 ce hey love but wag Y 
x py y to obey 55 
5 Tp but ri id ſway. 9 78 


1 


To eee heave 0 
X ——_— 
A 
K be n, Fas 
Paſnon 8 —_ but r * * 


SONG. Xn -er. 

THERE to muſe and there to ſigh, 
There to fit and think on love, =. - 

There with Contemy ove, 
Over n to rove, 


There to aſp Ine ain 
Of former tranſports live 


: a 
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SONG XIV. 741. 


WHEN the blythe village maid leads her flock 
| to the plains, - * 
Ah me! how I envy her lot! 
I'd ſpurn all the ſplendour a palace contains, 
With freedom to dwell in a cot: 
Awak'd by the lark, o'er my love as I hung, 
His flumbers I'd chaſe with a kiſs; 
No tyrant to check me, no venomous tongue 
Wich ſlander, to ſully my bliſs, 


| 11. 

The toil of the day wou'd be pleaſure to me, 

Still drinking freſh health from the gale ! 
And ev'ning wou'd bring, with an aſpect of glee, 

The Legend, the Song, or the Tale; 
Till the = gloom of night wrapp'd the hamlet 
in reſt, 

And my fancy grew big with alarms, 

Then I'd ſteal to my lover, creep cloſe to his 


breaſt, 
And loſe all my fears in his arms. 


QUINTET TO. 


C3 
QUINTETT O. XV. 
Lopez, Garcias, Fabio, Leonora, Julia. 


a Il. EKON ORA. 
HOW keen that glance which in face 
The vices of the heart can trace ! 


Vet ſure thoſe eyes leſs { ve 
fees fink pe LET 
Chorus. And he can ſcarcely guilty prove 
| Whoſe only crime's exceſs of love. 
DON LOPEZ 
Zounds, leave me alone to diſcover a knave, 
I'm fully aware there is ſome nicety in it 
But let them play off all the tricks that they have, 
I'm down on the raſcals in leſs than a minute. 
Tr DON GARCIAS. 
Whatever crimes upon my face 
Your keen diſernment loves to trace, 
Too ſure my fatal tale ſhall 
My only crime exceſs 0 . 
Cborus. And he can ſcarcely, &c. 
| | FABIO, 
To ſolve your enigma, [permiſſion I crave ; 
If right I divine, this is all that is in it, — 
Ifhis Lordſhip is anxious to find out a knave, 
We have but to leave him alone for a minute. 
18414 


My father lock upon this face,, N 
Whoſe Few wan once wer't fond to trace, 
And there let thy diſcernment prove 
My only crime exceſs of love. 


Chorus. And they can ſcarcely, &c. 
IND OF THE-$RCOND ACT. | 
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SONG XVI. 


ISCAGLLI 
Tnou ſandy bourne, upon whoſe faithleſs 


breaſt | 

I leave my lover's ſacred nameimpreſs'd, 

Sweep but the breeze! or fall the fainteſt 
ſhower, | 5 

We find thee printleſs in a little hour; 

But tears and ſighs in vain for years eſſay 


Io bear his image from my heart away. 


— — — — 
SONG XVII. 


UL AH. 
WHAT boots it where thy ſoldier lies ? 
Fond regret is folly; 
O'er the files why ſtray your eyes, 
Weeping widow'd Polly ? 


11. 
On the bridge thy Henry fell ; 
I may fall to-morrow; Be 
His death became a ſoldier well ; 
Mourner, check thy ſorrow. 


111. 


Ere night her ſorrows ſunk to reſt, 
Pale grew the roſe of beauty; 
And cold the hand her ſoldier preſt, 
When call'd at dawn on duty 


C 2 A Ko 


( 19 ) 


SONG XVII. 
ALEKMONO AX. 

Do thou, ſweet ſympathy, my voice convey, 
Through theſe deaf walls, a lover's car to win; 


So hovering round this tenement of clay, 
Some kindred ſpirit wakes the foul within, 


CHORUS of INDIANS. 


Away! away! thee tortures wait, 
Nor can'ſt ſhun thy deſtin'd fat?. 


ALKMONOAK. 


Thus at the dawn of hope's mild day 
The flattering proſpect to forego ; 


To ſee the ſhadow flit away, 
Chang'd for the grizzly front of woe! 
ZEMPOALL A. 
Thou hated chief ! thee tortures wait. 
ALKMONOAK. 
Then welcome every ſhaft of fate. 
CHORUS. 


Away ! away ! thee tortures wait, . 
Not canſt thou ſhun thy deſtin'd fate, 


o 


— © 


( 20 ) | J | 
SONG XIX.—— Akmonoak, 


The ſun ſets in night, and the ſtars ſhun the day, 
But glory remains when their lights fade away; 
Begin, ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 
For the fon of Alkmonoak ſhall never complain. 


u. 
Remember the wood where in ambuſh we lay, 
And the ſcalps which we bore from your nation 
away; | 
When the flame riſes ſaſt--you'll exult in my pain, 
But the ſon of Alkmonoak ſhall never complain. 


Inn, 


I go to the land where my father is gone, 
His ghoſt {hall rcjoice in the fame of his ſon: 
Death comes like a friend, he relieves me from 
ain, 
And thy ſon, O Alkmonoak, has ſcorn'd to 
complain. 


SONG XX. Fir Indian, 


In his ambuſh wiſely dark, 
Scarce diſtinguiſh'd from the bark, 
As he peeps beſide a tree, 

Our ruddy-painted foe we ſee. 

Hark ! he took a deadly aim, 

My comrade falls, revenge is fame! 
Now the tomahawk I throw, 


In vain the Chieftain flies the blow; 


From 


( ur ) 


From him panting as he lies, 
The ſcalp I bear, the victor's prize: 
This is war-———advance, advance, 
Join the Warrior's glorious dance. 


CHORUS. 


T his is war—advance, advance, 
Join the Warrior's glorious dance. 


* 


— — 


FINALE. 
ISCAGLI, 


WHO in abſence long have known 
What it is to ſigh alone, 

As they fit and faintly trace 
Features of a favour'd race: 


LEONORA and JULIA. 


What in ſad viciſſitude 
Idle hopes and doubts to brood, 
Melting now at faith approv'd, 
Fearing now what once they lov'd. 


GARCIAS and JUAN, 


20 ance but thinly clad in guile, - 
| udden laugh, the ſerious ſiniic: 


ALKMONOAKE. 


Till at the flow return of reaſon, 


They mourn in tears the hated treaſon : 
G A R- 


GARCITAS and JUAN, 
Can alone the rapture tell 
cheil 


Which bids the thrilling boſom ſwell. 


ALKMONOAK. 


Rich reward for years of pain, 
When parted lovers meet again! 


CHORUS. 


Then may the day which thus unites 

The trueſt votaries to love, 

In chaſten'd mirth, and pure delights, 
Be bleſt all other days above ! 


THE. EN R. 


